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APOLOGY. 


AN Y melancholy relations having been lately 


given us in the public papers of accidents, which 
have happened this laſt froſt, ſimilar to thoſe related ir: 
the following poem, the author has been threatened, by 
an old acquaintance, with a deſign of printing i from 
an imperfect copy, lent him ſo long ago as in the year 
1742. And as he has too much reaſon to fear him 
in earneſt, he has no means left of letting it go into 
public with any correctneſs, but by ſending his own copy 
to the printer. The time ſhews it to have been wrote at 
2 very immature age; he not having been quite nine- 
teen years old which is an apology ſtill ſubſiſting for 
its faults. It is a poem founded upon facts. A like cir- 
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cumſtance of the frozen ſhip happened at the ſame 


time at Dover, and a like ſcene of death, this. laft froſt, 


in a cottage in Wales. 


Mr. Binpon's picture repreſents His Grace at the 
altar, with Objects of compaſſion round him. A Cherub _ 


holds up a curtain over his head, fo] 


Francis Bindon, Fig; 


Fi, pencil, Bindon, plays the maſter's part; 


It proves your genius, whilſt it ſhews your art. 
Some Angel, guardian of the pureſt thought, 
Sure! to your mind the pleaſing image brought; 
Whilſt fix'd on heav'n, your ſoul its works admir d, 
And fill'd with heav'nly love, to praiſe aſpir'd. 
Twas ſurely ſo; and this your pencil ſays, 
Which bids a Cherub envy's curtain raiſe, 
And ſhew to Man a copy of his Heav n, 


By this your imitating genius giv'n- 


Crouds throng around of interetted Saints, 


An Angel dictates, and a Bindon paints, 
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Clear on his front calm patience, open truth, 
Wiſdom for age, inſtruction's grace for youth 
In one expreſſive energy combine, 
And ſtrike to view the countenance divine. 
Around him widows with their infants kneel, 
And all alike his beaming aſpect feel. 
Here poverty and hunger by its ſide, 
We ſee aſk pity, and ſee ſatisfy d. 

Each part is juſt, his mitre, open hand, 
f His lawn, the altar, where he's uſed to ſtand. 
Majeſtic tall! and venerable hairs ! 

When worn in virtue, ornament of years 

The whole is to a clear expreſſion wrought : 


Each limb has order, and each eye has thought. 


Tis greatly done! their thanks the Public ſpeak, 
And love the Painter for the picture's ſake : : 


* 
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Which now, as Heav'n demands the copy lent, 
Nor Man can bid the Will-divine repent, 


Is made ſtil] dearer to affliction's breaſt, 

As emblem of the virtues life expreſt: 

So the lone widow to her infant turns, 

And in the child the father's image mourns. 
Time's gentle hand, as o'er the figur'd maſs 
Theyears their animating praiſe ſhall paſs, 
Will to a warmer lite the colours blend, 


And to poſterity the work commend : 


So Homer's, ſo Mu/eus antient page, 


Sweet in themſelves, are ſweeter from their age, 


But could I bid you leap the artiſt's bound, 
And ſpread your canvaſs like th' horizon round, 
Say farther view than what the eye commands, 


And like Briareus give an hundred hands; 


* 


I would the proſpect of his bounties ſhew, 


Not raiſe your fame, but pay his deeds their due. 


Oer the froz d North, I'd ſtretch a ſheet of ſnow, 
No native green ſhould chear, no berry blow; 
Depending clouds and fogs condens d ſhould lie 

Oer the white ſurface, and obſcure the ſky. 

No orbs of night ſhould grace the neighbouring pole, 
The orb of day a ball of ſulphur roll. 

Here the rude floods, as from their ſteeps they fall, 
Caught in their courſe, ſhould ftand an icey wall, 
And, further, on their glafly boſom: feel 

The waggon 8 weight, and wear the tractleſs wheel. 


'The tow ns, whoſe ſituations FT far divide 
We kw” tongues and manners, ok the dang'rous tide, 
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7 There are parts or openings of rivers in Ireland, called 1 great 
extent; one, nine miles acroſs, 
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In vent'rous intercourſe and traffic ſtrange, 
Should now their neceſſary aids exchange. 
The wing d-heel Scater on the ſurſace flie, 
The Learner ſcarce the ſlipp'ry plain ſhould try, 
The ſad diſaſters of the Croud be ſhewn, 
The fall, the death-firuck blow, and fractur d bone. 
The Miller, in his garb of ſully'd flour, 
Oppoſing entrance, fill his half-ſhut door, 
In ſeeming arguments and ſad deſcants, 
Wailing his own diſtreſs, and Neighbours wants : 
The fountain-ſprings now ſtop'd, which us'd to fill 
The current veins, the wheel of life ftands ſtill. 
The hungry Corm'rant on his faithleſs pond, 
Fetter'd in ice, "RR a ſtatue ſton'd ; 
Pinion'd by cold, Air's jocund Choriſts lie 
Couch'd on the ground, or reach their ſprings and dic 5 


The Stag invite the Hound; the tim'rous Hare 


Seek the ſmoak d cottage and implore the ſpear. 
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Loſt in a fleeting miſt, the Trav'ler's ſenſe, 
Mock'd of his way, ſhould ſtand in dead ſuſpence; 
Bent to the whirlwind's drift, the Hors'd-man faſt 
So-journey on, life's ſtage already paſt, 

The woolly Flock plunge in the treach'rous ſnow ; 
The bellowing Ox for food his paſtures blow; 

And Man, athirft, ſcarce lift the ax to cleave 

A moiſt ſublitence from the harden'd Wave; 

Or force with prongs of ſteel the marbled ground, 
In ſearch of roots, and ev'n thoſe roots 1 
Hence naked Want and Famine lean ſhould ſpring, 
And pal: Diſeaſe ſoread wide her putrid wing, 
The Fever hence, attended by Deſpair, | 

Its Llood-ſhot eyes ſhould, ſix'd on Pity, glare. 
ler the ſick Mother fail, and at her breaſt 


The ſamiſh'd Infant cling, and drink the peſt. 


we 
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Nor ſhould the ruſtic Hinds alone regret 
The miſer froſt and bankrupt ſeaſon's debt; 


In cities throng d ſhould wand'ring Crouds be ſeen 
Fainting with hunger, and with ſickneſs green ; 
In yards of burial + rows of coffins lie, 
Fill'd with their dead, implorers to the ſkie : 


Earth, grown unkind, refules tO receive 


Her clayey Children i in her peaceful grave. 


In diſtant ſcene, the loom ſhould idle ſtand, 
As ſix d on high the ſpire's ſnow-clotted hand; 
The heated iron on the anvil flie, 

Flitter, and on the floor in ſparkles die ; 


The brawny Vulcan in ſurprize ſhould tare, 


At his alni ohty fire ſubdued by air- 


„ The gent as ſo frozen, that for many weeks it could not be dug foi 


cin 
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The Tradeſnian hence, 
Who once, with cheerful labour on his brow, 
Did to his home a daily wealth beſtow, 
Each morn his taſk unfiniſh d he begun, 
And met, each eve, Love wait his ſure return ; 
Now each bright ornament of ſervice ſold, 
Ev'n ftript of garments to oppoie the cold, 
Rent and pierced-thro' with importuning moan | 
From weeping Wife, from Ris lov'd Children flown, 
Should here a beggar ftand ; ſhame, ſorrow, need 
Sit on his face and in his ſilence plead ; 
And here, at laſt ſhould find, in child-bed leſt, 
His Wife, through want of food, of life bereft. 
Wild in his grief, his arm ſhould raiſe her head, 
And, vain! preſent the charitable bread ; 
The lohn there; tie Bücher d by ber Be, 
Which the lone Mother kiſs'd, and o'er it died. 


if 
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Nor Sickneſs, only on the Poor to prey, 


Should through their meaner habitations ſtray ; 


_ Contagion, like the ſcreaming bird of Night, 


Perch'd on the Palace dome's reſplendent height, 


Should thro' its column'd courts in order lead 


The ſable fun'rals of their ſtately Dead; 


Th' attending tapers through the ſhade ſhould gleam, 


And real ſorrows from the Mourners ſtream. 


Here Crouds ſhould ſeem a * Wainwright to deplore, 


Here mourn a + Rogerſon and there a f Gore. . 


Nor leſs, O Shade! do you deſerve a tear, 


Few know to pay; beft known, where moſtly dear 
Snatch'd in your beauty's prime But ceaſe the flows 


Of private grief, where ſorrow gen ral grows. 


— 
— ——— ̃ eo i I 
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* Baron of the Exchequer. + Lord Chief Juſtice of the King's Bench. 
+ Lady Gore, with many others of great diſtinction, who all died of fevers 


in the common calamity. 
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Prelates and Peers, through furrow'd lanes of ſnow, 
A1k public alms to aid the public woe: 
They, whoſe free purſes ſerved Mankind before, 


Man's wants increas'd, turn beggars for the Poor“. 


Each Noble's table, once a ſumptuous feaſt, 


Which rich variety and ſplendour graced, 
With all luxuriant meats of pride and coſt, 


In which their fruitful Country once did boaſt, 


In bounties better multiplied, affords 


A frugal banquet to their ſparing Lords. 


O Charity ! beſt image thewn of heav'n |! 
Where for one penny lent a talent's g1V 11, 
Thou arm of God! which Nature's gifts beſtows, 
And u hilſt it largeſt gives, the richer grows. 


— 


＋ The Lords Bleſſington, 7. ullemore, and ſeveral of the Nobility and Biſhops, 
publickly walked the ſtreets to raiſe contributions for the diſtreſſed Citizens. 
And moſt of the Nobility and Gentry left off their ſecond courſes, to lighten 


the extravagant prices of the Markets, and threw the uſual coſts thereof into 
the fund of their charities, 


— 
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O! may you e'er increaſe the rich Man's ſtore, 
And ſtill flow-down a treaſure to the Poor: 
Howe er by fortune croſt, with wealth unbleſt, 
Jo me, be Guardian of my willing breaſt; 

That, though from me the Poor no boon receive, 


I ſtill may feel the joy in will to give. 


Nor foreign to the piece would + Dangans flame 
Raiſe adverſe horror from the ſad extreatn. 
Gay Dangan! I ey hoſpitable ſeat! 
Where ev'ry Merit ſure reception met! 
Wich ev'ry ornament of Taſte improv'd ! 
Lamented . as for its Maſter lov'd ! 
High in the piece her fiery head ſhould riſe, 


Spreading wide ſheets of flame mid way the ſkies. 


— 
— ——— 
— 


* A beautiful ſeat then belonging to Richard IVelleſley, Eiq; now earl of 
Moraington, was at this time totally burnt, the ponds and adjacent waters 


being frozen. 
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Through the wet miſt the blaze ſhould red appear, 

And tinge the regions of the higheſt air; 

Then far, below, ſhould o'er the froſted white 

Shed a broad gleam in circling rays of light. 

The gather'd Croud around the flame ſhould wait, 
Like Mourners at the pile, and wall its fate. 

| Some, all confus'd, a wild of thought expreſs, 

Others ſtand calm'd, yet ſenſeleſs to redreſs. 

Here the old Servant: vier with ſwelling eyes, 

Where each rich piece of coſtly ſplendour lies, 

The tyrant rage; a ſtatue; there a buſt, 

Half wrapt in flame, part here already duſt. 

Sad ſpectacle lw hat can they do? Though nigh 
Around, lakes, ſtreams, and ponds commanded lie, 
Thoſe treach'rous ſervants to all help were froze ; 
Nor now for once were flame and water foes : 
Aclole conſpiracy hard Nature lays, 

And fierce Deſtruction unreſiſted preys. 
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Thus the brave Man, beſet with ills, depends 
On falſe Conſpirators, he deem'd his Friends; 
Thus falls lamented, in his ruins great: 


So Cato periſh'd, and fo ſinks a State, 


The Sailor, beaten by th' inclement ſkie, 
His rudder froze, lab'ring to port ſhould plie ; 
T he ropes within their pullies clog'd ſhould ſtand, 
Nor run in oflice to his gripeleſs hand: 

Yet, thro' kind Providence by pitying gales, 
The Wind to port ſhould ſet his ſtiffen d ſails, 
Candied in froſt, the ropes all gliſt ring bright: 
At once a beauteous and a piteous ſight 
Down from the yards the coral'd ice thould grow, 
The deck and ſides a rock of cryſtal'd ſnow. 
The Pilot at the helm, congeal'd by cold, 
Erect in death, ſhould till the rudder hold. | 

E 


(38. ] 
Others, yet dead in part, with feeble pow'r, 
Make ſigns for help to Crouds agaſt on ſhore. 


Thus Nature ſhould in woeful horrors ftand, 
Like the ſack'd City of ſome conquer'd Land ; 
Where mighty ſtructures in wide ruins hang, 

W hoſe wars and praiſe its once-fam'd Poets ſang, 
Tablets and gilded beams with rot debaſed, 
And pictures of its conqueſts half defaced ; 
W hoſe ſad remains, pity d in fallen ſtate, 


Now only ſerve to ſhew, it once was great. 


Theſe ſcenes of woe ſhould in perſpective lic; 
The heart in ſorrow only bring them nigh : 
Then to full view fhould God-like Boulrer land, 
Wide ſcattering round* whole harveſts from his hand, 
Pity for woes, and care in ſorrows freed, 


Should on his viſage watch, whilſt Thouſands feed, 


— — CO ———I—  _ _——_— — —— 
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were almoſt ail the hard ſcaſons upwards of 4co0 poor perions 
fel every day at the work-houſe, or given victuals to, according to the 


number of their ſick at tome: Which great charity was at firſt ſet on foot. 
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The Croud a thouſand tranſports ſhould expreſs; 
Some kneel in prayer; ſome lift their hands to bleſs ; 
The Blind his guided arms towards him raiſe, 
As to a ſomewhat great his mind would praiſe ; 
The Cripple ſtrive to kneel and ſcarcely bend, 
Smile in his pain and in his eyes commend 
A thouſand paſſions ſhew each various ſenſe, 
And ſpeak a praiſe in ſilent eloquence ; 
Lealth's ruddier cheeks with gratitude ſhould glow, 
The Virgin's tenderneſs in tears oer flow; 
Amidſt the Throng the holy Friel appear, 
And, fludious, labour in the pious care. 
So their great Paſtor in the deſert ſpread 


tis bounty: and the 8 Nations {cd : 
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by the 8 of the Lord Primate, co mputed to colt his Grace 307. per 


day; and with the greatneſs exactneſ, chis large charity was executed; the 

cl-rey of the City by turns ee over the Servar.ts of the Houfe, that 
dach particular object might be prop-ilytelieved. Ard, though there was {uf - 
cient corn in the Country, the Farm ers would not bring it into the Ia as | 
whereun9n his Grace, and * of the City, | ent abroad for whe at; 
and fol} it to the ou c at quit-charge. 
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The glad Diſciples his command obſerved, 
And thro' the Multitude the banquet ſerved, 


Brought into proſpect, there, the ſhips, that ſtood 
Bound in the rocky priſon of the flood, 
Drag'd thro' the ice, ſhould break into the ain; 
Here, bring to ſhore the long deſpair'd- of grain: 
The yellow wheat like drops of gold ſhould ſhine 
And pleas'd Spectators hail the precious mine ; 
The joyful Porter leap beneath his load ; 


And Sages, tura'd to Heav'n, adore their God. 


Spring's g gentler hand, the Winter's weight to eaſe, 
Should now his arm from Earth's hurt boſom raiſe ; 
He, awed by beauty, ſeem to give her Place, 
Dividing Time, yet filling up the ſpace. 

New ſcenes of new diſtreſs——not long to laſt, 


*hould ſhew the greater horrors of the paſt. 


| 
[ 
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The ſnows, now runing from each pendant ſhore, 
Riſe into floods and into torrents pour 


The Steer and plough together ſpread the flood ; 


The loaded flood appear a floating wood; 
The bolder Bull, upon his plains rever d, 


Sprung on the ſtream, ſhould lead the ſwiming Herd, 
To make the diſtant hills; thick by his fide 
The feebler flocks ſhould fill the deadly tide. 


Now the bared fields a gaſtly ſcene diſcloſe 
Of Herds and Herdſmen, Flocks and Trav'lers froze; 


Who, loſt in pathleſs ſnows and ſunk in death, 


Secm ſtill in various attitudes to breathe 
Like monumental ſtatues of the fate, 


They and their Race once felt in Nature's ſtate! 


Deep in a valley funk, a cottage low, 


Hedg'd in a gather'd heap of drifted ſnow, 
2 | 
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Be in her ſtruggles faſten d on her doom; 


Beſet by Nature, and cut off from aid, 
And now too late by human help diſplay'd, 
Should lie. Here Father, Mother, Son around 


Crippled in death, ſhould ſtrew their houſhold ground; 


The virgin Daughter, with erected hair 
Agaſt, and on her cheek the frozen tear, 


Strove, all her cure, their icey roots to raiſe 


Oer the green wood, which ſtill refus d the blaze, 


To feed their quiv'ring lips; the cauldron cleav d 
Hard to its parent Earth; ſhe weakly heav'd 


To looſe its hold; at length, herſelf o'ercome, 


— ent 


Compleating death in the domeſtic tomb! 


Now, as the eye flow travell'd o'er the whole, 


The ſcenes, that melt the froſt, ſrould warm the foul; _ 
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The Peaſant's Family, return'd with ſpoils 


Of Charity, begin their ruſtic toils; 


Plenty ſhould now regain her fav'rite Iſle, 


And eviry Dwelling hoſpitably ſmile. 


Now Health reſtor d ſhould lead the grateful Swains, 


And Beulter's praiſe be triumph'd round the plains. 


But ah! whilſt ignorant the Poet ſhews 
His fancy, he his judgment muſt expoſe. 
When to a ſun-ſhine your bright colours blaze, 


As ell we may expect to feel the rays, 


Or hear the cannon by your Hero roar, 


Or drink the riv'let from the urn you pour, 


Or, when you Cloe ſhew in naked charms, 


Raiſe her to love, and feel her in our arms; 


As in ſo ſhort a field a world to give, 
And bid whole Nature not a pictue live. 
Yet pardon grant, if by your art inſpir'd, 
My hopes, with forward emulation fir'd, 
Strove to exceed thy tkill, and higher raiſe 


T hat worth on fame, you ſhew'd it how to praile. 


— 
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